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No. CXXX.

To MR, W. NICOL.

20/A February^

\J THOU, wisest among the wise, meri-
dian blaze of prudence, full moon of discretion,
and chief of many counsellors ! How infinitely

Is thy puddle-headed, rattle-headed, wrong-
headed, round-headed slave indebted to thy
super-eminent goodness, that from the lumi-
nous path of thy own right-lined rectitude^
thou lookest benignly down on an erring
wretch, of whom the zig-zag wanderings defy
all the powers of calculation, from the simple
copulation of units up to the hidden mysteries
of fluxions: May one feeble ray of that light
of wisdom which darts from thy sensorium,
straight as the arrow of heaven, and bright as
the meteor of inspiration, may it be my portion^
so that I may be less unworthy of the face and
favour of that father of proverbs and master of

maxims?